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ful and very proud. I wish you could have been
with us at Birkenhead, where, nearer home, an
assembly not less significant, though it may be
less august than this, tried to show its love for
them and theirs.
" And as we read what was so lovingly written,
with all the eloquence of its reserve, it was not
difficult to see in it the presage of what was to
follow at Winchester and Shrewsbury, at Cam-
bridge and Oxford, in the Alps and in Spitzbergen,
and at last on Mount Everest. It was the same
Leigh-Mallory who veiled the grace and brilliance
of his leadership under the impenetrable cloak of
his modesty ; who when something like disaster
occurred insisted on claiming responsibility for it,
and when an incredible presence of mind on his
part saved the lives of others never let us know
that it was he ; who reminded us that in a matter
like this we are all comrades ! Yes, and the same
Andrew Irvine who, with all his brilliant, his
amazing, his premature attainments as a climber,
would laugh as he set himself to the humblest task,
or use the splendour of his giant strength to bear
the burdens of other men.
" ' Ascensiones in corde suo disposuit.' Was it
only love of high mountains that was set in hearts
like these ? No ; but rather that with the love
of the mountains was the ascent of spiritual
altitudes, splendid peaks of courage and unselfish-
ness and cheerfulness, such as are reached no1
necessarily by the sure-footed and clear-headed